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Camgirl Harem: Part 3

We slept in the next morning. When we finally got out of bed, Zoey said Willow and Harper wouldn’t show up until after ten to go to brunch.

“Am I invited, or is this a girls only thing?”

The redhead looked shocked by the question. “Of course you’re coming. Run home, shower, and change. I’ll pick you up at ten-thirty.”

Her parting kiss was unexpectedly prolonged and sweet. “Parker...”

“What, hon?”

She bit her lip. “Nothing. I just wanted to...”

I held her against me with her head against my chest. “Sweetheart, if something’s wrong, tell me. You can tell me anything, you know.”

Her green eyes took on a wistful look. “I know. Really, though, it’s nothing. Scoot. I’ll see you in half an hour.”

I gave her a playful swat on the ass as I let her go and headed out the door.

“Don’t dawdle!” she called. “We’re going to be ready for mimosas!”

When I stepped out of my shower, it occurred to me that I had no fucking clue how to dress for brunch. I’d never been to brunch in my life. After digging through my closet, I settled on a newish pair of jeans and a blue-gray button down shirt that still had the tags on it, which reminded me that I really needed to work on my wardrobe. Maybe I could talk Zoey into going clothes shopping with me. She’d know what looked good on me and was in style. Or maybe I could go with Willow and Harper and then surprise Zoey on our next date. That would give me a good excuse to spend more time with them, too.

Zoey pulled up downstairs at ten-thirty sharp. The Twins were in the back seat.

“Hop in, handsome!” Harper called.

As I slid in beside Zoey, Willow bounced in her seat. “It’s mimosa time!”

“We usually do this every weekend,” Harper told me, “but Zoey bailed last time to stay home and play with you.”

“Sorry?”

Willow grinned. “Don’t be. I’m sure she had a lot more fun with you.”

“Truth!” the redhead agreed happily.

They all laughed, and I took the opportunity to study them to make sure I wasn’t underdressed or overdressed or just plain wrongly dressed. Willow was wearing light blue flower print shorts with a white cami top, while Harper had on a pretty navy sun dress with white polka dots and spaghetti straps that left her tanned shoulders bare. Zoey was in pink and white striped shorts and a long-sleeved shirt that matched the shorts. The shirt was unbuttoned to show the white tank top she wore underneath. Zoey and Willow had their long hair clipped back, while Harper’s golden curls made a halo around her elfin face.

They all looked delectable, and I felt a rush of elation at being there. Holy shit. Zoey was my girlfriend. I’d spent last night cuddling with the other two on her couch. Now I was spending the day with all three. Life in Bizarro World was fucking awesome.

The girls laughed and sang along to the radio until we got to Cheesecake Factory, and then they jumped out of the car like six-year-olds turned loose at the toy store. Zoey put her arm around my waist, while each of the Twins grabbed one of my hands and swung our arms back and forth while chanting “mimosa time.”

It was a hell of a thing to hit a man pushing forty with.

As soon as we sat down at our table, Zoey ordered a pitcher of mimosas. Then she had to dig out her ID for the waitress. I managed not to laugh at her, but the Twins didn’t even bother trying. She grumbled until the drinks arrived then cheered back up.

“To us,” she said, holding up her glass. “All of us.”

Harper clinked glasses with her. “I’ll drink to that.”

“Or anything else,” Willow said under her breath.

“You’re not wrong.”

“How did you two meet?” I asked.

“Prison,” Willow said as she took a gulp of her mimosa.

“Don’t tell people that!” Harper squealed, outraged. “What’s wrong with you?”

“It’s Parker. It’s not like he’s going to believe me.”

“We were friends in high school,” the blonde told me. “We were outcasts because we were the really poor kids.”

“I was in a foster home, and Harper had a single mom working two jobs and barely keeping the lights on.”

“After we graduated we got an apartment together. We’ve been together ever since, through thick and thin.”

Willow nodded. “Mostly thin, until we met Summer. We were really struggling after Covid when everything got so expensive.”

“When Summer found out, she put us onto the camgirl gig. She even loaned us enough to keep the apartment until we started making enough that we were stable again.”

“That was nice of her.”

Harper sighed. “She’s so sweet. I hope she’s okay.”

“She’ll be fine,” Willow assured her. “It’s just another shitty guy. No offense, Parker.”

The pixie blonde’s eyes went wide. “Yeah. You’re not shitty at all, Parker. You’re really nice.”

“Really nice,” Willow agreed. “You never tried to make a move on us last night even with both of us literally on top of you.”

Harper giggled. “Even though we could tell you wanted to. I mean, we’re not blind.”

“But you were just sweet,” the brunette said with a sigh.

“And Zoey is so lucky. None of us ever had a boyfriend like you before.”

Zoey struggled not to laugh at her blonde friend’s dreamy sigh. “They do run down—eventually. Although it’s probably going to take a while after the mimosas.”

“It’s actually pretty adorable,” I said.

The Twins stared at me in disbelief then turned as one to look at Zoey.

“That’s it. We’re keeping him,” Willow told her.

Harper turned pleading eyes to me. “Please don’t ever break up with Zoey.”

“Because then we’d have to choose between you, and that would be all kinds of awkward.”

I reached over and took Zoey’s slender fingers then gave them a squeeze. “I don’t think you have anything to worry about. I’m not going anywhere.”

“That’s a relief,” Willow said.

“We’re so glad you chased off Ethan. He was slime.”

“He was hitting on us the very first time Zoey’s back was turned.”

Harper tilted her head and studied me like she’d never seen me before. “Why are you so different?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t think I’m anything special. Not being an asshole doesn’t qualify me for any awards. I’m just... Not an asshole.”

All three of them laughed at that like it was the funniest joke ever.

Zoey swirled the remains of her mimosa around in her glass. “I told you. He has no idea.”

Harper’s blue eyes were warm as they turned back to me. “Parker, hon, it does make you a special guy.”

“Most guys are assholes,” Willow muttered then drained her glass.

Zoey frowned. “Don’t be sexist. Most people are assholes. But trust that we know what we’re talking about when it comes to guys, Parker. And trust us when we say you’re special.”

I didn’t see it. I was just me. Plain, old almost-forty Parker who no woman—or anyone, really—had ever thought was special in his entire life, unless you counted his mom. But they had to see something, didn’t they? Or was it just some kind of mass delusion?

I was relieved when Zoey changed the subject to something related to their work. It gave me time to watch them while I sipped my drink. They were all so beautiful, so young, so vibrant. I couldn’t help wanting them. It was an ache bone-deep inside of me that went far beyond mere sexual attraction. I wanted with all three of them what I had with Zoey.

The girls quieted a bit when the food arrived, and they went after it like they hadn’t eaten their own weight in pizza and popcorn the night before. I shook my head in wonder. They had to put in countless hours at the gym every week to keep those trim, fit bodies.

Harper looked up from her pancakes. “Can we go to the pool this afternoon?”

“We should swim off some of these calories,” Willow agreed.

Zoey’s eyes flickered to me, and the corner of her mouth quirked up. “This wouldn’t be a thinly-veiled excuse to show off in your bikinis in front of Parker, would it?”

Harper looked stricken by the accusation. “No! We promised to be good and we meant it.”

“We had a great time with him last night. We’re not going to mess things up.”

I rolled my eyes at my redheaded troublemaker. “I think she’s just messing with you.”

They both narrowed their eyes at Zoey, who assumed her best innocent look then ruined it by giggling. “Gotcha!”

“That was just mean,” Harper grumbled. “We’re trying really hard, too.”

I reached over and patted her hand. “You’ve both been perfect, Harper.”

The blonde girl beamed at me, and it was like someone flashed the sun straight into my eyes. She’d smiled at me before, but never like this. It warmed me all the way down to my toes. I just wanted to curl up at her feet and wait for her to do it again.

“Thanks, Parker,” she said softly. “We really like you, you know.”

“We do. Last night was so nice. We never get to do that—just cuddle and relax.” Willow sighed and gave Zoey a wistful look. “Can we do that again? Please?”

She shrugged. “Ask Parker.”

“Sure, we can. I really enjoyed it, too.”

That perked both of the Twins up again, and the conversation turned to what movies we’d watch, what kind of takeout we should have, and whether a trip to the store for more beer was required.

I felt perfectly content as I listened to them, and it dawned on me that I could do this. Zoey was right—they were both sweethearts, and completely freaking adorable. I didn’t want either of them to ever feel unloved or be treated badly by some shitty boyfriend again. I wanted to love them and spoil them and make them happy so Harper smiled at me like that every single day. All I had to do was step up and do it.

I glanced at Zoey, who caught my look and raised an eyebrow. I didn’t say anything; I just nodded. For a second she looked confused, then her eyes went round as saucers and she flashed me a smile every bit as brilliant as her blonde friend’s.

I’d tell them after we got home. For now I was content just to sit and bask in the presence of the three amazing young women around me, relaxed and enjoying being a part of something I could never even have imagined only weeks ago.

When we got back to the apartments, the girls took one look at the pool and noped out. It was Saturday afternoon, so it was swarming with young kids running around and screaming.

“We’ll come back during the week when it’s quieter,” Zoey promised.

Willow and Harper looked at me. “Will you come, too?” the brunette asked.

“Absolutely.”

No way in hell I was going to pass up an opportunity to see the three of them in their bikinis. I might be a sweet guy, but I wasn’t stupid. And my imagination was barreling straight towards the gutter now that I’d made up my mind to go along with Zoey’s idea.

As soon as we got to Zoey’s apartment, the girls kicked off their shoes. Willow groaned pathetically and rubbed her flat tummy.

“I shouldn’t have eaten that last piece of French toast. I need to get out of these shorts.” She did a double-take as she realized what she’d said and shot me an apologetic smile. “Sorry, Parker.”

When I laughed, Zoey put her hands on my shoulders. “Parker?”

I took a deep breath. This was it—the point of no return. Once I crossed this line there would be no going back from it. I’d be as committed to Harper and Willow as I was to Zoey. When I took the step, though, it was far easier than I’d imagined. It was almost a relief.

“I want to try this. A relationship. I really like both of you, and I think we could all have something amazing together.”

They both stared at me in disbelief. “You mean it?” Harper whispered.

“We don’t want to push you into anything,” Willow added.

“I mean it. You two not pushing me is exactly why I want to do it. I can see what kind of women you are—and I like it.”

After a moment they both darted forward and hugged me together, squealing and laughing with excited glee.

Harper clung to me, her bottomless blue eyes shining. “I can’t believe it.”

“You won’t be sorry, I promise,” Willow assured me.

“We’ll make you as happy as Zoey does.”

Willow’s expression turned thoughtful. “Does that mean I can take off these shorts now?”

“Go for it,” Zoey told her. “I’m taking mine off.” With that the redhead slid out of her over shirt then skinned her shorts over her hips and let them fall down her slender legs. “Oh, thank fuck,” she breathed.

Willow quickly followed her example. “Yay! I can breathe again.”

My eyes wandered up her incredibly toned, olive-skinned legs to her high cut, black panties. I imagined those legs wrapped around my waist. Then I imagined them wrapped around my head. Then I needed a cold shower because I went instantly hard.

Willow smirked when she caught me checking her out. “Like them?”

“They’re incredible.”

“I like to run. I do a couple of miles on the indoor track while these two are on the treadmill.”

Zoey grimaced. “The only way I’m running is if there’s a bear chasing me.”

“Well, it definitely shows,” I told Willow.

Harper regarded the other two girls in their underwear, and her lips twisted in a jealous pout. “Can I borrow a t-shirt so I can get comfy, too?”

“Harper wants to show off for Parker,” Willow sang out.

“Maybe?” the blonde said, sticking her tongue out at her roommate.

She pulled her dress over her head and stood there in her baby blue lace bra and panties as though daring me to look—and Harper was well worth looking at. The hourglass shape of her body was lusher than her friends’, her tits a little more ample than Zoey’s though still high and firm. I took her in slowly, from the aura of golden curls floating around her pixie face down to her dainty feet and glittery, hot pink toenails, and a shiver ran through my cock.

“You would be the perfect scream queen,” I told her, remembering her penchant for slasher movies.

She flashed that incredible smile again. “Why, thank you, Parker.”

Zoey threw her a t-shirt from the bedroom and I watched sadly as she slipped it on. It was a crime to cover that body up. I hoped I’d be seeing a lot more of it soon.

“Would you like to get comfortable, too?” Zoey asked me with a smirk. “I washed that t-shirt you wore the other day.”

“Sure.”

I stripped down, a little more awkwardly than the girls had, until I was standing in my boxers. All three girls were looking at me with as much interest as I’d shown them.

Harper whimpered as Zoey handed me the t-shirt. “You don’t have to put that on right away, do you? Zoey was right—you are pretty.”

“Go easy on the poor guy, Harper,” Willow said, lightly smacking her arm. “There are three of us. Give him some time to get used to the water before you toss him in with the sharks.”

Zoey giggled. “Now that is a great metaphor.”

The girls didn’t make any more of it than that, and soon we were all piled onto Zoey’s couch watching TV like last night. Only it wasn’t quite the same. While the cozy feeling remained, the air crackled with a charge that hadn’t been there before. All three of them clung to me a little more tightly, and glances flew back and forth between us of curiosity mingled with desire that no longer needed to be denied. We were all wondering what was going to happen next and excited to find out where it would take us.

After a little while Zoey stood up. “Since we’re not going anywhere, I officially declare it day drinking time!”

“Hooray!” Willow yelled, throwing up her hands.

We each had a couple of drinks while we watched one of Zoey’s awful movies and then ate a late lunch. I was pleasantly buzzed, full, and had a beautiful girl tucked under each arm with a third easily within reach. I sort of wished my ex who’d called me a nerd loser could see me now. On the other hand, I really didn’t want that evil witch anywhere around my girls.

“Parker.”

Harper was looking up at me, eyes wide and her lips slightly parted. It was the most natural thing in the world to bend down to kiss her. The blonde had the softest lips I’d ever felt, and when she opened for me with a breathy little moan I didn’t hesitate for a heartbeat. I let her set the pace—slow but sure, not tentative but in absolutely no hurry. I decided Harper just enjoyed kissing purely for its own sake, and by the time our lips parted she’d brought me around to her way of thinking.

As she drew back, looking a little dazed with her pupils big, Willow squeezed my arm on the other side. “Can I have a turn?”

She mirrored my kiss with Harper, a touch more intense, but sweet and in no rush, not trying to turn it into anything more. I enjoyed exploring her mouth while the soft warmth of her breasts pressed against my arm.

After last weekend when they’d been all over me I’d expected that announcing I was ready to move forward would have had them tearing my clothes off. To my surprise, I realized that I didn’t mind the slower pace. I was enjoying myself, and I liked this softer side of the Twins. No doubt the mischievous sex kittens would make their appearances soon enough. In the meantime, I was perfectly happy to relax and enjoy taking our time.

We kept that up throughout the afternoon, each kiss sweeter than the last. I just couldn’t decide if they were holding back for my sake, or doing it for themselves.

I found out a little later when Harper ended a very long kiss then sank against my chest with a shivery sigh. Her body was trembling, and I put both arms around her to hold her warm body tightly against me.

“You guys can use my bedroom if you want,” Zoey offered quietly.

“No. Not today,” she replied.

Willow’s body melted against me and she put an arm around my waist. “We just want to enjoy this. It’s so damned nice.”

Harper nodded. “He’s so…” She trailed off, at a loss for words.

“Yeah,” Zoey agreed softly. “I know.”

There were more movies, more drinks, and a lot more kisses. Zoey took her fair share of turns at that, and they all got giggly and a little more playful as they got tipsy. But it was always sweet, even though the undercurrent of desire kept growing stronger as the evening went by.

It was after one in the morning when Harper stood up and stretched. “We should go home, Lo. We’ve been drinking for over twelve hours.”

Zoey frowned. “Do you want to stay? My bed’s big enough if you don’t mind being a little crowded.” She looked at me. “I’d like it if everyone stayed.”

So we all crawled into Zoey’s big bed, with Zoey and Harper pressed against me on either side and Willow spooning Harper. I would have thought having three of the sexiest women on the planet in bed with me would have kept me up all night, but I slept like a rock.

The girls woke up early the next morning to go to the gym. That was something they were more religious about than a Catholic grandmother about attending Mass. Even though I hated getting up at that hour, I’d seen their bodies and wasn’t going to complain about them doing whatever they needed to do to keep them.

Harper gave me a final goodbye kiss. As her arms slipped reluctantly from around my neck, she fixed me with her bright blue eyes.

“Would you like to come over tomorrow evening and watch us make a video?” she asked shyly.

I was beyond intrigued by the thought of what the two of them might get up to in their camgirl roles. So was my cock, and we were both ready to get to know Harper and Willow a lot better. Restraint was all well and good, but I’d spent way too much time with them half-dressed to keep it up much longer.

“Why not? Sounds like fun.”

Her smile turned into the dazzling one. “Great! Zoey gave me your number, so I’ll text you our address and the time.” She rose on her tiptoes and brushed my cheek with her rose petal lips. “This is going to be so much fun!”

I rang their doorbell right on time the next evening. No sooner had the door opened than I found five and a half feet of hot, scantily clad blonde attached to me like an octopus. She clasped her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist, and her weight unbalanced me so that I stumbled inside.

Willow was sitting on a stool at the breakfast bar talking into the phone which sat on the counter. Like Harper, she was wearing only a cropped t-shirt and panties.

“Is that him?” Zoey’s voice came from the phone.

“Yep, he’s here with Willow attached to him like a lamprey.”

Zoey cackled. “All right. Just be careful with him.”

“We won’t hurt him,” Harper sang out. “We promise!”

“Let me talk to him.”

Willow scooped up the phone and brought it to me. “Hi, Zoey.”

“Hi, Daddy! I just wanted to call to tell you to have fun and enjoy yourself. I wish I could be there, but I’ve got a live show. I think you’ll do just fine without me, though. They’ll take good care of you.”

Willow pulled the phone away before I could get another word out. “Okay, I’ve got to go. We have to keep to some kind of schedule if we’re going to get this video done tonight.”

“Have fun, kids! Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!”

“That doesn’t leave a whole hell of a lot.”

Zoey laughed again. “Good night, Daddy! Don’t strain anything!”

Willow smirked as she ended the call. “If we call you Daddy and let you spank us, what will you give us?”

I considered the petite brunette with her shapely, tanned legs, dark hair falling in waves past her shoulders, and round tits straining against her t-shirt. She looked utterly delectable, and my cock twitched in encouragement.

“Probably anything you want,” I admitted.

Harper flicked the tip of her pink tongue against my lips. “Parker, you’re about to have the best night of your entire life.”

I slid my fingers under her panties and squeezed her fleshy ass. She gave a low purr in response, then ground her pussy against my groin and fastened her mouth on mine. Fuck, the girl could kiss. Even Zoey didn’t use her tongue like that. If she was half as good with it on my cock as in my mouth, I was in serious trouble.

“Damn it, Harper, don’t hog him.”

Willow broke Harper’s grip around my neck, and the blonde tilted back with a squawk while trying to hold onto me with her legs. The brunette ignored her plight, placing her hands on my cheeks and pulling me down to kiss her. If anything, she was even better with her tongue than Harper. I was beginning to understand Zoey’s concern for my well-being.

The blonde lost her grip and slid down my legs to land on the floor with a thump. Willow wasted no time moving into her spot and molded her slender body against mine so that my growing hard-on pressed against the softness of her lower belly. She swayed her hips in a sinuous dance to rub against me.

While she was preoccupied with my mouth, Harper twisted around, grabbed her ankles, and yanked them backwards. Willow started to fall and sank her fists into my shirt to keep from dropping to her knees. Instead, she dragged me down with her and we both landed in a heap on top of Harper. The blonde squeezed out from under us, knocked Willow out of the way with her hip, and then swung a leg over me so she was sitting astride my hips.

“Sorry,” she said, grinning down at me. “We can be a little competitive. You may think it’s annoying now, but you’ll appreciate it more when you see us in action.”

Willow pushed herself up from the floor and slid under me so my head rested in her lap. Warm, brown eyes peered down into mine as she nodded her head.

“She’s not wrong. You’re going to enjoy the show. And you’re going to love what we do to you afterwards.”

“Speaking of the show, we really need to get to work,” Harper said.

She rose gracefully to her feet and offered me a hand up. Willow sprang up behind us and gestured to the couch.

“It’s going to take a few minutes for us to get ready. Kick back and relax. I think Zoey left some beer in the fridge if you want one. Might be a good idea to cool off now while you’ve got the chance.”

They disappeared together into the apartment’s large bathroom and closed the door, where I could hear them giggling and murmuring through the thin walls. I shook my head and sank back into the couch. It hadn’t even been five minutes, and they’d already gotten me hard as a rock. I was almost afraid to find out what would happen next.

Oddly enough, my cock wasn’t nearly as worried.

When they reappeared twenty minutes later both girls had their hair loose, Harper with golden curls bouncing around her face and Willow with hers straightened to a gleaming fall of ebony down past her shoulders. They’d artfully applied a touch of makeup, just enough to make their eyes look bigger and brighter, add a little more color to their lips, and give themselves thicker, sootier lashes. It was subtle. If I hadn’t just seen them both without any, I might not have known they’d done it.

They’d also changed into satin pajama tops and shorts. Harper’s were a dark teal that set off her eyes, while Willow’s was a screaming pink that went perfectly with her olive skin and dark hair. They were as scrumptious a pair of sex kittens as I’d ever seen, and my dick couldn’t wait to come out and play with them.

“What do you think?” Willow asked, doing a little pirouette to show off.

“I think I’m dreaming, and I don’t ever want to wake up. Ever.”

They laughed and plopped down on either side of me on the couch, and their hands immediately started wandering. Willow pushed her mouth up to mine and teased me with her tongue while Harper nibbled on my neck. Apparently they were over the sweet phase.

“There’s a nice, soft robe hanging in the bathroom,” the blonde murmured, “if you’d like to change into that and get more comfy before we get started. No pressure, but we’re about to get a lot more comfy ourselves.”

Why not? “Be right back,” I said.

They were snuggled up together when I came back. Harper gave an approving nod.

“Much better. Now you look like Hugh Hefner.”

I started to laugh, then realized I kind of was. A low budget knock-off, maybe, but still hanging around with half-naked vixens almost young enough to be my daughters. It’s a nice gig if you can swing it.

Harper batted her big, blue eyes at me. “Ready to see us do our stuff?”

“I can’t wait.”

I followed them into the room they’d set up as their studio. It was more elaborate than Zoey’s, with higher end video equipment and a much bigger bed.

“Holy crap! Is that a hot tub?”

Harper grinned. “Yeah. This used to be the complex manager’s apartment, and she had it put in. We paid out the ass to get this place when she moved into a newer unit, but it’s been worth it.”

She pushed me into a plush, padded chair in the far corner of the room where I could watch them directly as well as on the computer screen. “You know how this works—sit still and be quiet. And enjoy the show!”

They fiddled with last minute adjustments to the camera angles then Harper went to work on the computer while Willow opened the closet. I blinked in shock. It looked like a sex shop had exploded in there. She came out with an armful of various toys and carefully positioned them at various points on the bed and hot tub.

“How does it look?” she asked.

Harper held up a thumb. “We’re good to go.”

They climbed onto the bed and snuggled up with Willow spooning Harper then both went still, pretending to sleep. After a few seconds Willow stealthily slid her hand under Harper’s top until it rested on one tit. I could see it moving in small circles under the thin satin. Harper moaned and stretched without opening her eyes.

Willow kept that up for a minute or so, then pulled her hand back. Harper’s nipples were stiff, gumdrop shapes pressing against her cami top, now. Even more carefully the brunette worked her hand down the front of Harper’s pajama shorts. The blonde moaned more loudly and spread her legs a little, allowing Willow full access to her pussy.

It was brilliant. While you couldn’t see anything except the slight movements of Willow’s hand and Harper’s ‘unconscious’ reactions to being touched, it was incredibly erotic. Something about the lovely, innocent-looking Harper being aroused by Willow as she slept was enthralling.

As the brunette caressed her clit, Harper’s breathing deepened into drawn out moans like faint sobs. Willow shifted closer and nuzzled her neck until her face was buried under the golden halo of Harper’s hair.

Suddenly Harper jerked and sat up as though jolted from a sound sleep. Willow yanked her hand back, eyes wide as she realized she’d been caught.

“What are you doing?”

“I couldn’t help it,” Willow whispered. “You’re so beautiful.”

She lifted a tentative hand back to Harper’s tit. The blonde gasped in surprise then leaned into her touch.

“I... I don’t mind, I guess,” she said in a breathy voice.

Under Willow’s soft touches, Harper became visibly more aroused. The other girl pressed kisses in the hollow of her throat and then moved behind her ear. After a little while Harper began tentatively touching her back—a hand on a bare thigh, a brush against one perky tit. Willow sighed and scooted closer.

“Here. Let me...”

She slid her hand back inside Harper’s shorts. The other girl jerked at her touch with a sharp little cry.

“Oh! We shouldn’t.” She paused, eyes dark and half-lidded as she worried her lower lip with her teeth. “But it feels so good.”

“Does it?”

Harper’s hips rolled, pressing against the brunette girl’s fingers, and her head lolled over to rest on Willow’s shoulder. “I don’t know. I’ve never...”

“Shh. Let me show you.”

She pushed up Harper’s shirt and bent her head to suckle a rosy nipple. At the same time her hand continued moving in the other girl’s shorts. Harper closed her eyes and soon started shaking.

“Oh. Oh!”

She gave a long, wordless cry and trembled until her body went limp.

“There. You see?” Willow asked, still flicking her tongue against that stiff nipple.

“That was good.”

“It can be better. Want me to show you?”

Harper winced. “I’m not sure.”

“It’s okay. No one will know.”

“All right,” the blonde whispered.

Slowly and gently as though handling a wild animal, Willow pulled off Harper’s shirt to reveal her lushly curved body and full, round tits. Crinkled nipples jutted stiffly from their creamy swells, raspberry gumdrops begging to be licked.

“You’re so beautiful.”

Harper ducked her head as though embarrassed, but Willow moved her hands to caress the blonde’s nipples. “Doesn’t that feel good?”

“Yes.”

“I can make you feel even better. Give you even more.”

Harper moaned deep in her throat. “Yes. Please.”

Willow had the other girl’s shorts off before she could protest, revealing a tiny nest of sculpted, golden curls. Her inner lips peeked out of her narrow slit, the same rosy pink as her nipples.

“You have such a pretty pussy. Now relax.”

Willow tucked her long, ebony curls behind one shoulder and slid down down with her head between the other girl’s legs. As hot breath steamed across her naked slit, Harper shoved her hands between her legs to cover herself.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m going to make you feel better than you’ve ever felt in your life.”

Willow eased Harper’s hands away then leaned in. One of them surreptitiously switched cameras to one positioned to zoom in on Harper’s pussy. The brunette claimed Harper with her tongue, lightly at first, then more aggressively as the tension eased from the other girl’s body. Harper’s resistance crumbled completely, and she slowly sank back onto the bed.

NASA engineers don’t work with the precision Willow did with her tongue. I felt like I should be taking notes. The girl could teach PhD classes on cunnilingus. Needless to say, it wasn’t long before Harper was coming undone. Her thighs were shaking, hips rocking, and her moans grew steadily louder.

She made one last half-hearted protest. “I can’t... I don’t... Oh!”

Harper squealed and heaved her hips when Willow sucked on her clit. The squeal turned into a shrill wail as she shattered. The brunette tongued her pussy, then slid two fingers inside and went back to licking her nub. She kept going until Harper went limp, then crawled up beside her.

“See? That’s how it’s supposed to be.”

She kissed Harper, who was apparently overcome. The blonde kissed her back wildly, licking her own juices from Willow’s face.

“That was crazy. I never knew...”

“And it was just a taste.”

“What about you?”

“Are you sure?” Willow asked dubiously.

Harper gave a nervous laugh but nodded. “Yeah.”

Willow’s pajamas went to join Harper’s on the floor. She was slightly taller than her roommate, more toned with slimmer curves and tits that were smaller in proportion. Her pussy was shaved bare, her nipples and lower lips an erotic dusky pink. She was absolutely fucking glorious from head to toe, and my dick ached at the sight of her.

Harper followed her example and lowered herself between the brunette girl’s legs. She acted hesitant at first, as though uncertain of exactly how to go about it, but Willow directed her with encouragement.

“There, right there. Yeah, just like that.”

She moaned and flexed sinuously as Harper began getting the hang of it. They were both fully aroused now, and I could smell them from across the room. If they were faking their sexual responses, they deserved to win awards for acting.

“Let’s try something a little different,” Willow said.

She shifted them around until they were in a sixty-nine position with Harper on top. They’d moved so that the camera was now focused on the blonde’s ass and Willow’s face pointed up at her pussy. Harper was acting more confident now, and as Willow sucked on her clit and pussy she let loose. They moaned and whimpered amid the wet sounds of them passionately eating each other out.

Harper came again. Her legs started shaking and with a loud, sharp cry she collapsed onto Willow. Her hips were rocking, her head back, and she gasped for air as the brunette grabbed her ass to pull her closer before tonguing her whole slit. When Harper regained control she repaid the favor, her tongue a dervish playing in Willow’s furrow until it was the other girl’s turn to shatter.

Afterwards, they lay in each others’ arms and Willow stroked her soft curls. “Want to soak in the hot tub for a while?” the brunette asked.

“Okay.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off of their sexy bodies as they walked across the room. Harper was still playing the shy girl role, her nakedness in front of Willow making her nervous. They engaged in a little awkward teasing while Willow added some bubble bath to the water, then eased into the tub together. Small clouds of bubbles clung to their wet, satiny skin.

My cock tented the front of my robe, straining to break free. Even if I didn’t end up fucking them tonight, the memory alone would provide enough wanking material to last for the rest of my life.

“Hey! What’s this?”

Harper pulled a large, blue jelly dildo from the bottom of the tub and held it up. Willow made a grab for it, but her fingers slipped off and Harper held it out of reach.

“Um, it’s mine,” the brunette admitted.

Harper’s eyebrows shot up. “Huh. I thought you preferred girls.”

“I like having something inside of me.”

The blonde held out the dildo. “Show me,” she said.

Willow took it then leaned over the side of the hot tub so Harper could see. She rubbed it against her entrance to get it slippery, then eased it inside. The other girl watched entranced, and when it was all the way in she moaned. It looked like it was taking all of her self-control not to touch herself.

“Can I?” she asked.

When Willow nodded she took over, slowly working it in and out of the brunette’s coral pussy with one hand. Her other disappeared under the water, and it didn’t take a genius to figure out that she was rubbing her clit. Willow’s eyes slid shut, and she moved her hips in a rhythm with Harper’s thrusts. She had snaked a hand between her legs to rub her clit, too.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Harper gasped.

Willow came first this time, groaning against her arm and thrashing so much she caused waves to slosh over the side of the tub. Harper lost her grip on the dildo, which squirted out of the brunette’s pussy and disappeared into the bubbly water. Harper fished around for it while Willow’s orgasm crested and then receded.

When the brunette recovered, she turned to Harper. “Want to try it?”

“Okay.”

Harper bent over the edge of the hot tub and presented her ass to her roommate. Willow swiped away a veil of bubbles to reveal Harper’s snug pussy, which glistened with juices from her orgasm. As Willow squeezed the dildo into her, the blonde moaned and whined as though having trouble taking it, but when it was all the way in she went wild again. She humped her hips back while her friend fucked her, gasped and panted, and tossed her head from side to side.

My hand moved to my dick. I couldn’t help it. I stroked myself in time with the dildo moving in and out of Harper’s tight, pink hole until she came and both girls sank back into the bubbly water.

“That was amazing,” Harper gasped.

“You can do that all night, you know.”

Harper’s eyes got big. “Really?” she squeaked.

“Yep. All night.”

Willow pushed her over the side of the tub again and worked Harper’s pussy and clit with her long fingers. As soon as Harper relaxed into it, the brunette bent forward and stuck her tongue into Harper’s ass. Harper squealed and jerked as though she’d been electrocuted.

“Omigod!”

“Relax, sweetheart.”

The blonde squirmed as Willow tongued her asshole, her back arched and head lolling back.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned. “That’s so fucking dirty.”

It only took seconds for her to come again under the onslaught of this stimulation on her most sensitive spots. Her ass cheeks clapped together in the bubbles as she bounced her hips onto Willow’s fingers. Even before she was completely done, Willow reached over the side and came back with a really long, thick, double-ended jelly dildo.

Harper stared at it in awe. “Holy crap! What do you even do with that?”

The brunette bent it double. “Well, for one thing, you can use it in both holes at once.” She laughed as Harper’s blue eyes somehow managed to get even bigger. “Or we can both use it.”

Harper’s head tilted to the side. “How do we do that?”

“I’ll show you.”

She bent Harper over the side of the tub again and started easing one end of the dildo into her pussy. It was bigger around than the other one, and I could see the blonde’s entrance stretching to take it. Even with her tunnel slick from multiple orgasms, it was a tight fit.

“Ugh. Fuck!” she grunted.

“Okay. My turn.”

Willow turned around with her ass facing her friend and stuffed her pussy with the dildo’s other end. She backed closer to Harper until they were only a couple of feet apart.

“Now you can start moving. Rock onto it.”

They got into a rhythm together and started sloshing water over the sides of the tub again. Their asses lifted higher in the air as they fucked themselves—and each other—with the giant dildo. Their grunts and moans were an erotic duet as their holes stretched tight around the thick jelly and clung to it as it slid out.

“Oh, god,” Harper moaned. “Oh, fuck.”

“Keep going. Not yet.”

“I can’t...”

“You can. Just a little longer.”

I don’t know how they did it, but they managed to come at the exact same time. Harper slid backwards and disappeared under the water for so long I thought she might drown. Finally Willow grabbed her and dragged her, dripping and still shaking, from the tub. She toweled the other girl off, dried herself, then took her back to bed.

“I don’t want to leave,” Harper said in a tiny voice.

“You don’t have to.”

They curled up together, spooning again, with Willow’s hand tucked between Harper’s legs. Then they went still, as though they were sleeping again. It was so convincing that I almost believed they really had dropped off.

“Cut!” Willow called out.

Harper fished a remote from under her pillow, pushed the button to turn off the cameras, and let out a deep sigh. “Holy shit. That was a good one.”

I had to agree. My cock was so hard I was afraid I wasn’t going to be able to stand up. It felt like if one of them so much as breathed on me I was going to explode.

They climbed off the bed, Willow going to the computer while Harper toweled up the spilled water from the tub and gathered their toys. The little blonde turned to me, gave the double ended dildo a long, lascivious lick, then winked at me.

“Tease,” I groaned.

She grinned. “Oh, no. That was a promise.”

Willow glanced over at her and nodded. “It looks good. Not going to take much editing this time.”

“Nice! We don’t usually get it clean like that in one try,” Harper said as she plopped herself down on my lap. She felt my hard-on poking into her ass and laughed. “I’d ask you what you thought about it, but I can already tell.”

“It was incredible,” I assured her. “How much of that was real?”

Willow came up beside us and put her arms around our shoulders. “Oh, we don’t fake orgasms.”

“We don’t have to,” Harper agreed. “We’re so in tune at this point that we can pretty much make each other come on demand.”

I looked between them and shook my head. “I don’t get it. What do you even need me for?”

Willow smirked. “You have a cock.”

“Yeah. We enjoy each other, but we both like dick way too much to give up guys.” Harper wiggled her ass against my erection again for emphasis. “It’s just freakin’ impossible to have a relationship with one where he doesn’t get jealous, or decide he wants a threesome with the roommate, or just gets bent out of shape because a bunch of guys watch us fucking each other on camera.”

“And that’s where you come in,” Willow chimed in. “You’re so sweet, and Zoey says you’re a great fuck. Plus you don’t have a problem with what we do. We figured you’d be the perfect boyfriend for both of us. You can fuck us both so no one’s going to get jealous, and you’re not going to be judgy or make things complicated.”

Harper leaned in and her rose petal lips caressed mine. “But mostly it’s because you’re so sweet that it’s hard to believe you’re real. We’ve never had that before.”

“Never,” the brunette agreed with a dreamy sigh. “It’s amazing.”

Harper bounced on my lap. “Don’t forget Zoey. He’s her boyfriend, too. We can’t get too greedy.”

“It’ll all work out. We’ll just have to remember to let poor Parker sleep now and then.”

“Later,” Harper said. “Much later.”

The blonde pixie slid off of my lap, then both of them knelt between my legs. There were only two of them, but it felt like a dozen hands tugged my robe open and caressed my swollen erection. From each side eager hands stroked, tongues licked, and mouths sucked, while they looked up at me with eager eyes as though seeking my approval.

I gritted my teeth and held off the rising orgasm through sheer force of will. Both of them steadily worked up to the head, their tongues tickling around the sensitive flare at the base. Harper opened her mouth wide and moved to go down on me, but Willow pushed her aside.

“I want to go first!”

Her roommate glared daggers at her. “Fine. Go first.” She coughed into her hand. “Slut!”

With glee in her eyes, Willow stuck out her tongue and rested my cock on it, then drew it into her mouth. I leaned back in the chair and let out a deep sigh. It wasn’t like the slender brunette needed any encouragement from me. The head was already lodged in the back of her throat, and she was using her tongue like one of the Great Masters would wield a paintbrush.

“She’s really good at that,” Harper admitted grudgingly.

Despite my best efforts, my balls were tightening when Willow turned me loose. She leaned over to Harper and gave her a deep, passionate kiss.

“Your turn.”

Willow gently massaged my balls while Harper went down on me. She might not have been quite as skilled as her friend, but there was no faulting her enthusiasm. Her blonde curls bounced while she fucked me with her face, her breath hot against my groin as she took me down to the root, and thick, sticky saliva oozed down my shaft to coat my balls. Tears ran down her face as she struggled not to gag whenever I hit the back of her throat.

I’d gotten too worked up watching their show, and now I passed the point of no return. I grabbed Harper by the hair to hold her head still while I exploded in her sweet mouth. She swallowed convulsively to get it all down without choking, which coaxed even more cum out of my pulsing shaft. When she got the last of it, she slowly released me.

Willow laid her hands on the other girl’s cheeks and drew her in for another kiss, licking away the cum smeared on her lips before pushing her tongue into Harper’s mouth.

“I think our fans would go nuts seeing you do that, babe. Hell, it got me all wet again watching you.”

The blonde beamed at her. “Really? I know I’m not as good at it as you.”

“But you look better doing it.”

“She’s not wrong,” I agreed. “That was hotter than hell.”

Harper’s grin threatened to split her tear-streaked face. “I have other talents.”

I couldn’t wait to find out what they might be, but suddenly my dick was in Willow’s mouth again as she cleaned off the mix of cum and saliva Harper had left behind. My erection had started to shrink, but the brunette brought me right back to life with her talented tongue. As soon as she had me fully hard again, she stood up.

“Hot tub?”

“Yay!” Harper squealed. “That’s my favorite.”

I honestly didn’t care where they wanted to go or what they intended to do when we got there, so long as I got to be in the middle of it. They put their arms around me, and we all stepped in together. While the water was still hot, it wasn’t unpleasantly so, and I sank down with my back against one side.

“Me first, this time,” Harper said, sitting on my lap so that my cock went straight into her slick hole and her ass rested on my thighs.

She was tight as fuck, and seemed content to rock gently against me. It turned out she didn’t need to move much. The girl had unbelievable control of her inner muscles. Her walls pulsed and squeezed against me, massaging every inch of my erection.

“Do you like that?” she asked shyly.

“That is fucking amazing,” I groaned.

With a happy smile, she threw her arms around my neck and kissed me while she used her hips to fuck me. Willow watched us for a while, then moved up behind the blonde and began kneading her back and ass.

“You look so good fucking him,” she murmured. “So beautiful.”

Harper moaned against my tongue and rolled her hips faster. I’d already come once, so I was fully in control again. I was ready to go on as long as I needed to, but Harper didn’t last. Her body shivered then went stiff against me. While her walls fluttered against my cock, she muffled her cries against my mouth.

Finally she pushed away from me, gasping for air. “Damn, I needed that. It’s always so much better with a dick in me.”

I grinned at her. “I am so glad you feel that way.”

She turned to look over her shoulder at Willow. “That little witch was fingering my ass while I fucked you, or it would have lasted longer.”

My cock gave an insistent twitch inside of her. These girls were really something else.

Willow’s shrug was unrepentant. “I knew you’d get off faster that way, and I am freakin’ aching to get him inside of me.”

The blonde rolled her eyes. “Fine. We’ll each get a quickie with him, then we can take our time.”

“Fair,” Willow replied.

The blonde’s pussy gave me one last, hard squeeze, then she lifted off of me. Willow slid smoothly into her place on my cock and grinned.

“Hi!” Her warm, brown eyes were practically luminous as she looked into mine. “Oh, fuck, that feels so good.”

It did. She was even tighter than Harper, and I thought she might pinch my cock off. Her arms went around my neck and she pulled my face down to hers. The girl was primed to fuck. Her tongue thrashed in my mouth and she rode me hard, coming almost all the way off of my shaft before driving her hips back down. Water sloshed and rolled in big waves around the hot tub until it was slopping over the side.

“Fuck it,” she panted. “We’ll clean it up later.”

She threw her head back and went into frenzied gyrations, grinding herself against my groin when her ass hit my lap. In less than two minutes, her mouth opened wide in a shriek that echoed around the room. Inside, her pussy quivered and spasmed so strongly that I almost lost it. When she finally relaxed again, she rested her forehead on my chest while her chest heaved.

“Thank you,” she sighed.

“You did all the work.”

“You provided the cock I needed. And I’ll let you do the work next time. So,” she drawled with a mischievous grin. “Who did you like better?”

Oh, shit. There was no good way to answer that question.

Harper splashed water at her. “Don’t tease him, Lo.”

Willow splashed her back, laughing. “Oh, come on. You know you’re just as curious.”

Honestly, there was no choosing between them. They were both equally hot and sexy as fuck in their own unique ways.

“You’re both beyond amazing,” I told them. “Who could possibly choose?”

Willow smirked. “Very diplomatic. A total cop out, but a diplomatic one.”

“Okay. Get off of him. You’ve had your turn.”

The brunette gave me a deep, hot kiss before climbing off of me. When she saw all the water on the floor beside the tub, she blanched.

“Oh, crap. I think I got a little too carried away. Maybe we should take this to the bed.”

They insisted on toweling me off first, and there was a lot more rubbing and fondling involved than absolutely necessary. They were just as enthusiastic with each other, though. When they were done, they threw the towels down to soak up the water.

“Race you to the bed!” Harper yelled.

Willow grabbed her arm and pushed the blonde behind her. Harper tried to trip her, and ended up sliding in a wet spot and holding onto Willow’s ass. They squealed and giggled the whole time, tits and asses jiggling enticingly. It was like watching two cute kittens playing, only a fuck of a lot sexier. They flung themselves breathlessly onto the bed, still shoving each other.

Harper stuck a fist in the air. “I won!”

“Did not!”

That led to an impromptu wrestling match I would happily have paid to watch. There were no rules, no illegal moves, and no holds barred. Harper finally poked her head up.

“Are you just going to watch?”

“It’s okay if you want to,” Willow added. “We don’t mind.”

“It’d be a lot more fun if you participated, though.”

“For all of us.”

I dropped my towel and climbed onto the bed with them. They immediately piled on top of me and pushed me flat, laughing as they each straddled a leg and began rubbing their hot, wet pussies on my thighs.

“What should we do with him first?” Willow asked.

Harper gave me a smoldering look. “I know what I want to do.”

She crawled up my leg until she was kneeling over my hips then sank onto my jutting cock. For long seconds she just sat there, then she closed her eyes with a sigh.

“Oh, god. It’s been so long.”

“It’s been like five minutes, you slut!”

“You know what I mean.”

Willow’s lips curved in a lopsided smile. “Yeah. I do.”

I palmed Harper’s tits and rubbed her stiff nipples while she fucked herself on my cock. Her grapefruit-sized tits were wonderfully firm and fit my hands perfectly. I was dying to get her needy, pink gumdrops into my mouth.

“Turn around,” Willow suggested. “Let him see you fucking him.”

Harper lifted one leg and swiveled around on my cock until she was facing my feet. With her hands on my knees for support, she bent forward and gave me the perfect view of her round ass bouncing while her stretched pussy swallowed my cock. I could see all the way into the spread cleft of her ass, where her crinkled rosebud peeked out.

When I gripped her hips with both hands and drew her back onto me, she bore down on my erection like a slick fist. I groaned in ecstasy. How did she even fucking do that?

Willow knelt over my head with her pussy aimed at my face. “You can multitask, right?”

I was damned well going to. She was so wet that hot droplets fell onto my face. It was hard to concentrate with Harper working my cock like a masseuse, but I did my best. I stopped up her hole with my tongue and sucked out every bit of her honey that I could get. Her cum was delicious, tangy and salty, and the sharp, musky aroma of her arousal was better than a double dose of Viagra.

When my tongue hit her clit, Willow started moaning. Her hips rolled, rubbing her pussy against my face and smearing even more of her juices on me. Harper was moaning now, too. She humped her ass back faster and faster, smacking her fleshy ass onto me.

I had one young pussy on my cock and another shoved in my face. It was like I’d died and gone to Heaven. My dick felt the same way, judging by the way my balls prickled and tightened.

I concentrated on Willow’s clit to stave off the impending orgasm. My tongue swirled around it, then I sucked it between my lips and hummed while licking hard at the swollen nub. It didn’t take long before the brunette lost it. She let out a long succession of sharp little cries as her tunnel flooded and tart nectar spilled onto me.

That set Harper off. She yipped as though she’d been stung and slammed herself down on my dick. Her walls squeezed down so tightly that I gasped, and I almost choked on Willow’s gushing honey.

That was it for me. My shout came out as a grunt, muffled by the brunette’s wet slit grinding against my mouth. I strained under them both, muscles locked, and filled Harper’s pussy with cum.

I couldn’t breathe. With another grunt I shoved Willow off of me. She rolled to the side and shuddered, then gave a final cry like a hiccup and looked at me with her big, brown eyes shining.

“Holy crap, Harper. The man has skills. He’s almost as good at that as you are.”

My face warmed, but I smiled back at her. It was one hell of a compliment.

We all needed a break after that. The girls cuddled up next to me, heads resting on my shoulders, their hair silken soft against my skin. Willow tilted over to look up at me.

“Zoey said you work with computers, but she was light on details What do you do?”

“Programming and graphic design. Mainly for web pages and business graphics.”

Harper perked up. “So you do business logos and stuff?”

“Yeah.”

The girls looked at each other for a long second then Willow nodded. Harper sat up, her big, blue eyes turned hopefully to me.

“Do you think you could help us with ours? And our branding? We’d pay you,” she added hurriedly. “We wouldn’t expect you to work for free.”

“Sure. Show me what you’ve got.”

Willow darted off and came back with their laptop. After we went through it all together, I sat back and nodded thoughtfully.

“I can work with that. Send a link to my phone so I can go over it at home, and I’ll get back to you later in the week with some samples and an estimate.”

Harper climbed onto my lap and gave me a hard kiss. “Thank you!”

They decided to show me how grateful they could be. Repeatedly.

I rolled over on the bed, completely wrung out. It was in a good way, though, like after a really good workout. Plus I was high as a kite on endorphins from all the sex. I felt pretty damned good, actually. Who needs to do cardio when you’ve got two sexy nymphos competing to see which one can get you off the most?

Willow yawned beside me and glanced at the clock. “Shit, it’s late.”

More like really, really early. “I should probably go.”

Harper draped a possessive leg over mine and looked up at me wistfully, batting her lovely blue eyes. “Unless you’d rather stay?”

Go back to my apartment and sleep alone, or spend the night here with these two glorious sex fiends? It wasn’t even a contest.

“I can stay.”

“Good.” Willow nestled in on my other side, warm fingers wrapping around my cock. “It’s nice having a man in our bed.”

Harper thumped her hand. “Behave. We have to let the poor guy get some sleep.”

Her roommate pursed her lips and pretended to consider that for a moment. “If we let him sleep, he’ll have more energy in the morning.”

“Exactly! So leave him alone.”

Harper turned out the lights, and I fell asleep with the two of them clinging to me like they never intended to let go. I slept better than I had in years. Willow had been right. It really had been the best night of my life.

True to their word, they woke me up the next morning eager for more. By the time I left so they could go to the gym for another workout, I was ready to go back to bed. I’d blown off working for another weekend, though, so I showered and planted my ass in front of my computer with a mug of coffee.

I was pleasantly surprised when Zoey showed up on my doorstep later with lunch. She was wearing light gray leggings with a pink t-shirt, her copper hair bobbing in its high ponytail. She grinned with impish glee as she breezed past me.

“I came to make sure you survived the Twins,” she said, “and figured you’d need the calories to recover if you did.”

I closed the door and sat down beside her on the couch. “I may have bitten off more than I can chew with them.”

Even though I worked out, my body ached in places that I wasn’t used to and I was exhausted. I wasn’t sure I was going to make it back up from the couch.

“That was the impression I got from them at the gym, although they were very impressed that you kept up with both of them for so long. I think they’re still trying to convince themselves that you’re real. Once it sinks in, they’ll calm down and stop trying to eat you alive.”

“It better sink in fast.”

We chatted idly over lunch, just enjoying a few stolen minutes together during a weekday. Maybe we could arrange our schedules to do this more often. As we finished eating, I realized I wasn’t ready for her to leave.

Her green eyes met mine. “Do you mind if I hang out here for the afternoon? My laptop is in the car, and I promise I won’t bother you while you’re working.”

“I’d like that.”

I left her getting comfortable in the living room and went back to work in my office. It felt weird at first, having someone else occupying my space. I wasn’t used to it, and for the first few minutes I was hyperaware of her in the other room, twitching to every little movement she made on the couch, the soft sound of her fingers tapping on her keyboard. After a while, though, it became a soothing reminder that the girl I was so completely crazy about was almost close enough to touch. I liked that—knowing she was there. It filled a space I hadn’t realized was empty until now.

Around four o’clock she poked her head into my office. “Parker? I need to run an errand. I’ll be back in about an hour, okay?”

“Hang on.” I dug my spare key out of the drawer in the kitchen and handed it to her. “Just let yourself in when you get back.”

She smiled and gave me a quick peck on the lips before going out. Her laptop was still humming softly on my coffee table, and a hint of the exotic scent of her body spray , vanilla and something tart I couldn’t quite figure out, lingered in the air. I went back to my office, but now the apartment seemed too empty, too quiet, even though she’d been quiet as a mouse when she was here. I was going to miss her presence when she went home later.

Could I convince her to move in? It had been a long time since I’d lived with a woman, but I wanted Zoey close to me. What would it be like to have her around every single day? I had a feeling I’d get used to it really fast, just like I had to everything else with her. I wasn’t sure how the Twins would feel about it, though.

I had the sudden thought of a big house with all four of us living together—watching TV in the evenings, going to bed and waking up next to all three of them. It presented a very seductive picture of what life could be like. It would have to be a big place, though. We all worked from home and needed our own spaces, and we’d need at least three bathrooms. And room for a bigger bed. Zoey’s king had been crowded with the four of us in it. Did they even make anything bigger than a king? I’d have to research that.

I was still lost in my woolgathering when Zoey got back. She came in loaded with plastic grocery sacks and an overnight bag.

“Mind if I spend the night?” she asked. “I know it’s a week night, but...”

“You can stay every night if you want. I like having you here.”

That brought out her smile. “I thought I’d make dinner for us. There’s only so much takeout I can handle, and I’m not about to touch those frozen things you call food.”

With her back, I was able to settle again and get more work done. After a while, delicious smells began wafting in from the kitchen. I got to a stopping point and then followed the scents into the kitchen.

“What are you making? It smells amazing.”

She looked up with a smile. “Chicken caprese.”

“You know how to cook.”

“Some. You sound surprised.”

“It isn’t as common a skill as it used to be—especially among people your age. Probably because you can get everything under the sun delivered right to your doorstep.”

Her green eyes glinted. “Well, I’ve never cooked woolly mammoth over hot rocks like people your age,” she said, sticking out her tongue.

“Ouch,” I muttered and pretended to check to make sure I wasn’t bleeding.

“Here. Taste this.”

She held up a spoon half full of dark brown liquid that almost looked like espresso but smelled vinegary. I looked at it dubiously.

“Just FYI, the number for poison control is on one of those magnets on the fridge.”

“Don’t make me hurt you, Parker.”

I sipped and felt my eyebrows rising. “That’s really good.” When she continued to look at me expectantly, I grinned. “I sincerely apologize for ever calling your culinary expertise into doubt.”

“That’s better. Now go watch TV or something until it’s ready. It’ll be another twenty minutes or so.”

We ate at my small table in what passed for a breakfast nook rather than on the couch. It felt more intimate and cozy that way, and I decided I liked that a lot, too. All of our focus was on each other and the meal, rather than on the TV.

“This is delicious, Zoey,” I told her. “I mean, restaurant quality delicious.”

“Thank you. I’m really glad you like it.”

I took a deep breath. “What would you think about moving in with me?”

She froze with a bite halfway to her mouth and her eyes went wide. “Are you serious?”

“I want to spend more time with you. Not just whatever we can snatch on the weekends. Every day, like we did today. I want to wake up next to you every morning.”

“I think you just can’t bear the thought of eating those awful frozen dinners anymore,” she muttered, but a smile was tugging at the corner of her mouth. She put her fork down and came to perch on my lap. “I’d love having more time with you to myself. I don’t mind sharing you with Willow and Harper, but I want more of you than I’m getting.”

“So move in.”

“Where would I work?”

“Keep your apartment as your studio until we can get a bigger place. I’ll start looking for something.”

“Are you really sure? This is a big step.”

“Yes. I want this. I want you with me.”

Her eyes gazed down into mine then she bent in for a long, slow kiss. “I love you,” she breathed against my lips. “I’ve been trying to find the right time to say it for days. This seems right.”

“I love you, too. And your timing is perfect. One small thing. What about the Twins?”

“They’ll be a little jealous, but it will be okay. They’ll understand. But do you think you might want them to live with us too, when we do find a bigger place?”

“I can’t imagine anything I’d like better. I want all of us to be together.”

“They may drive us crazy.”

“But it will be a fun ride.”

“Okay,” she sighed. “We can get my things tomorrow.”

“I’ll make room.”

She snorted. “I’ve seen your closet. You won’t have to do much. For now, though, let’s go celebrate.”

By the time Zoey had been in my apartment for two days, I couldn’t imagine going back to the way it had been before. She filled it with her presence even when she wasn’t in the room. Small plants appeared as if scattered around by magic, and subtle, clean scents rose from carefully hidden plug-in air fresheners. And there was always music.

Not that she was any kind of domestic goddess. The bathroom vanity was completely covered with her things, her underwear had a tendency to stay on the floor wherever she happened to take it off, and apparently the builders had installed light switches in some obscure shade she was blind to. Somehow, I didn’t mind any of it.

We got a bigger coffeepot, and Zoey insisted on a new comforter for my bed so she wouldn’t feel like she was sleeping in a prison. From my point of view, at least, things had improved drastically.

Thursday morning we were drinking our first coffees of the day when Zoey looked up from her phone. “How busy are you today?”

I thought for a minute. “I can play hooky if I spend a few hours making up for it over the weekend. What did you have in mind?”

“I was thinking it would be nice if we spent the day with the Twins. I really don’t want them feeling left out because I moved in with you.”

I nodded. “I’ve been worried about that, too. I was planning to ask them out on dates instead of just hanging around the apartments all the time. That would give me some one-on-one time with them. It’s too easy to treat them as a unit instead of individuals. But they are different, and I need to make sure they know I see them that way.”

“That’s a great idea. They’re going to love it.”

“I’d like to take you out again, too.”

She bit her lip as she thought it over. “Maybe Friday nights could be date nights, and then we’d all spend the rest of the weekend together?”

“Sure. We can always change things around once we have a bigger place. Assuming they want to move in, too.”

“They do love that hot tub,” she laughed. “But they’ll give it up if it means they get to live with you.”

“Sounds like a workable solution. What did you have in mind for today?”

“You up for a trip to the zoo? We did the one in Dallas last summer and talked about going to the one in Fort Worth this year.”

“I think the last time I went to a real zoo I was in middle school.”

The grin she gave me was pure Zoey. “That was before I was born, Daddy.”

I groaned. “Don’t start that, or we won’t leave the apartment.”

“You’re right. But I may need a good spanking after we get home.”

I loved the way home sounded on her lips. “We’ll work something out.”

The Twins were thrilled at the idea of us all going to the zoo together, and the girls got ready faster than I thought possible, sticking to shorts and t-shirts with no makeup and their hair up and messy. Some innate magic they all seemed to possess made them just as sexy like that as when they deliberately set out to be. Or maybe they had, and I was just clueless. Some things are best left as mysteries.

The three of them laughed and sang through the whole long ride to Fort Worth. Harper sat in front with me, her warm palm resting on my thigh for almost the entire drive. As I parked, her fingers flexed, squeezing me, and her blue eyes danced with excitement.

“I love the zoo,” she admitted shyly.

“Have you been to the Dallas aquarium?”

“No. I didn’t know there was one.”

“We’ll have to plan a trip there. You’ll love it.”

When we went inside, I insisted on paying for the tickets. The girls tried to object, but I stayed firm.

“This is a date,” I told them. “I’m paying.”

Willow and Harper snatched my hands, while Zoey smiled softly and left them some space. Each of them took a map and studied it as intently as pirates after a buried treasure.

“What should we see first?” I asked.

“Lemurs!” Willow cried.

“Rhinos!” Zoey objected.

“Cheetahs!” Harper yelled, trying to drown the others out.

“Oh, jeez. What have I gotten myself into?”

While Willow and Zoey argued, Harper went back to studying the map. “If we work our way around the African Savanna, we can see all of that and then end up at Texas Wild. Then we can come back along the other side and see the rest.”

“Sounds like a plan to me,” I said.

Willow and Zoey stared at me. “Can we stop at the petting zoo?” the redhead pleaded.

“We have to,” Willow agreed. “It’s a thing.”

“Absolutely,” I agreed, wondering how many pets we were going to end up with once we had a house.

It was early enough that it was just starting to get hot as we set out. We passed the savanna exhibit with its giraffes, gazelles, and ostriches, and past that the enclosures for the rhinos and hippos. The girls stood enraptured when we reached the elephants, watching two babies romping around like puppies with the zoomies.

“They’re freaking huge,” Willow murmured.

Zoey’s ponytail bobbed in agreement. “But look how adorable the babies are.”

We stopped for drinks then proceeded along the main path to the predators. The girls released my hands, darted around making sure they didn’t miss a single thing, then grabbed hold of me again. I found it ridiculously adorable.

Harper was enthralled by the African painted dogs. “They’re so pretty. I want one.”

“I’ve read they can’t be domesticated,” Willow told her. “They’re not really dogs. Not even as closely related to them as wolves are.”

“I would totally have a cheetah, though,” Zoey said, naked avarice in her voice as she stared into their broad enclosure.

I moved beside her. “There used to be a wildlife park outside of Austin that had a lot of big cats. I got to hold two baby cheetahs there once.”

Her green eyes widened. “No way!”

“I still have the pictures somewhere at the apartment.”

“You are so lucky! I would kill to hold a cheetah kitten.”

They lingered for quite a while watching the predators, so it was past lunch time when we finally made it around the Australian Outback section.

“It’s really hot,” Harper said, “I’m ready to sit down for a while and eat.”

“Where do we want to eat?” Willow asked.

It took another five minutes of arguing with multiple consultations of their maps before they agreed on the Crocodile Cafe. I was amused and a little terrified as we walked back towards it. This was what life with the three of them would be like—constant bickering about every single decision until they reached a consensus. I could only imagine what they were going to be like when it came time to decorate our house.

I stayed out of it. That was the safest thing to do unless it was something I was seriously invested in. Off the top of my head, I couldn’t think of a damned thing that important.

We cooled off, ate lunch, then went back to circle around Texas Wild. At the end of the circle we hit the petting zoo, which had baby goats, sheep, pigs, and...

“Tiny donkeys!” Zoey squealed. “There are tiny donkeys in there.”

The three of them piled inside like six-year-olds who’d escaped their parents. Willow immediately wrapped her arms around one of donkey’s neck.

“Too freaking cute! We need one of these.”

Harper smirked at her. “Pretty sure they don’t allow that here, Lo. You’d have to go to Mexico.”

Willow’s jaw dropped, and her eyes went round in shock. “You did not just say that.”

Zoey’s head whipped around. “There are kids here!” she hissed.

Harper’s face turned crimson. “Oh. Sorry. I wasn’t thinking.”

“And I would never,” Willow objected before turning a broad grin to me. “Besides, I already have a horny old goat.”

Zoey smacked the back of the brunette’s head before rounding on me. “This is your fault. You told them to be themselves. They’d still be on their best behavior if you hadn’t opened your big mouth.”

I was laughing too hard to argue with her, but Willow stepped up. “Don’t blame Parker. How long have you known us now? You know you can’t take us anywhere.”

Fortunately, they turned their attention back to the animals and had forgotten the whole thing thirty seconds later. I was still laughing about it inside when we got to the reptile exhibits. Those didn’t thrill the girls, except for the giant tortoise which they thought was cute. Then we turned the corner and the Twins spotted the ringtailed lemurs.

A wicked light gleamed in Harper’s eyes. “I like to move it, move it,” she said in a low voice.

That was all it took. The other two joined in the singing at full volume in overdone Indian accents. While Harper and Willow danced in front of the exhibit, Zoey grabbed my hands and dragged me into their antics.

“Don’t even think you’re going to escape,” she told me with a grin. After they finally collapsed into laughter, she flung herself into my arms with a final whoop. “I wonder how many times a day that happens?”

“Probably several, but I think it usually involves kids who’re still in elementary school.”

Harper stuck her tongue out at me. “Loosen up, Daddy.”

That word from the innocent-looking blonde pixie zinged through my cock. “Behave.”

“Ooh, sounds like I’m not the only one who’s going to be getting a spanking tonight,” Zoey sang out.

Willow’s body melted against mine. “Can I get one, too,” she asked in a sultry tone.

“Families,” I reminded them. “With little children. All around us.”

She sighed and slipped away. “You’re killing me, Daddy.”

I glared at Zoey. “You did that.”

She just grinned, not remotely sorry. I was going to have to get serious about the spankings.

We managed to make it through the primates and aviary without creating any further spectacles and arrived back at the zoo entrance.

“Can we go on the water slides to cool off?” Zoey begged, batting her eyes at me. “Pleeeeease?”

I shrugged. “Why not?”

It was meant for smaller kids, but my girlfriends didn’t care. They squealed as they they went down the slides and splashed around, and had a great time. When they got out they were completely soaked. Their t-shirts were plastered to their bodies as we walked back to Zoey’s car, colored bras clearly visible through the nearly transparent material, and their wet hair clung to their faces and necks. They should have looked like complete messes, but I found them ridiculously sexy. Maybe I’d gotten a touch of heat stroke wandering around in the sun all day.

Willow took the front seat this time, and we left the windows down for a while so they could dry out. When we rolled them back up again, Harper looked at herself in the rear view mirror and let out a squawk.

“Omigod. We look awful.”

“Poor Parker,” Willow said. “He’s probably ashamed to be seen with us.”

I snorted. “Are you kidding me? You all look sexy as fuck like this.”

The brunette blinked at me in disbelief. “Men are so weird.”

“You look natural. And happy, like you’ve been having fun all day.”

“We look like we’ve spent hours having sweaty morning sex,” Zoey objected.

I frowned thoughtfully. “Maybe that’s it. That’s a really good look for you, too.”

We grabbed tacos on the way back and ate at my apartment while we watched TV. It wasn’t long before Harper and Willow got up from the couch, though.

“We’re wiped,” the blonde said. “We’re going back to our place to soak in the hot tub.”

They both gave me searing kisses when I opened the door for them. “We had a great day,” Willow said.

“Yeah. Thank you, Parker,” Harper agreed.

I collapsed on the couch next to Zoey, who was watching me with a fond smile. “It was a great day.”

“They’re happy. You’re happy. All is right with the world.”

I got up early on Friday morning to try to catch up on the work I’d skipped out on yesterday. I’d timed it well, though. There was nothing critical due for a couple of weeks, and I knew I’d be able to get it all done without having to sweat it. I left Zoey asleep, tangled in our sheets, her glorious red hair spilling across our pillows. She snored softly, and I smiled as I walked out of the room. Would I still find things like that endearing in ten or twenty years? As adorable as Zoey was, I probably would.

I managed to get quite a bit done, and around ten Zoey wandered into my office wearing one of my t-shirts. Her hair was a mess and her eyes still heavy-lidded as she gave me a soft kiss.

“You know, I was never a fan of mornings, but you’ve made me see the errors of my ways.”

She looked down at herself and shook her head. “There is something seriously wrong with you.”

I set my coffee mug on my desk then pulled her onto my lap. “You’re every bit as sexy like this as you are when you’re all dolled up. Maybe more.”

“Maybe it’s time to get your vision checked, sweetheart.”

I brushed some of her hair back from her face. “Are you telling me that if I was working outside wearing old jeans and a t-shirt, kind of sweaty, maybe wearing a tool belt, you wouldn’t get a little quivery?”

She sat up with sudden interest. “Do you have a tool belt?”

“I can get one.”

“You should definitely do that. Like, today. And point taken.” She gave me another kiss. “Refill your coffee?”

“Please.”

When she padded back in with a steaming mug, I smirked at her shirt. “Don’t you have any of your own clothes?”

“It smells like you,” she said with a dreamy little smile. “It’s like having you wrapped around me.”

“And yet if I wore your clothes, people would think I was a perv.”

“You are a perv, Daddy. But you’re my perv. Besides, nothing I own would fit you.”

“This is true. And I like being your perv, baby girl.”

That earned me another kiss. “I’m going to run to my apartment and do a video, but I’ll be back for lunch.”

“Okay. Have fun.”

“Oh, I will. Not as much fun as I’d have if I was making it with you, but you’ve given me a lot to work with.” Her grin lit up my office. “I’ll be pretending I’m with you the whole time.”

My cock jolted awake. “Scoot, before I take you back to bed and neither of us gets any work done again today.”

She gave me a peck on the cheek. “Love you. See you soon!”

“Love you, too.”

It was so damned easy to—like breathing.

I worked a couple more hours with only minor interruptions—a couple of texts from the Twins as they went about their day, some emails asking for status updates. I actually ended up getting a lot more done than I’d hoped. Then I got a text from Zoey.

It was a selfie of her wearing an oversized, pink t-shirt with Daddy’s Girl printed on it. She’d straightened her hair and had it tied up in a pink bow, and she’d done something to her eyes so they looked enormous. My heart stuttered at the sight of her.

Like it?

I love it, baby girl

But it’s not going to help me get any work done

She replied with a long string of laughing emojis, then

Can you take a break for lunch?

Sure

We’re meeting Summer at the deli

I’ll pick you up in ten minutes

I’ll be ready

Summer. I had a sudden mental image of the auburn-haired goddess sitting beside my copper-haired one. I was having lunch with both of them. I was going to get completely distracted by redheads, swallow wrong, and choke to death on a fucking meatball. Maybe one of them would give me mouth-to-mouth. That would be enough to bring a man back from the dead.

I quickly changed clothes and got myself put together enough to meet Zoey downstairs.

“So, what’s up?” I asked as I climbed into her red Nissan.

“Just lunch. She’s curious about you, and I’d like you to get to know her. She’s my best friend besides Willow and Harper. Though she’s not really like them. Or me.” She laughed. “She’s a lot more like you—sweet, actually thinks before she speaks.”

“I’m sure I’ll like her.” She liked my girlfriends, after all.

Summer was already sitting in a booth when we got to the deli. She waved happily as we joined the line at the counter. Marge’s reaction was less enthusiastic.

“Still haven’t kicked him to the curb?”

Zoey laughed and squeezed my arm. “He’s not going anywhere. I’m keeping this one.”

“He must have some redeeming qualities, I guess. Even if I can’t see them myself.”

“He’s a good guy. Harper and Willow love him, too.”

The older woman let out an unladylike snort. “That’s a first.”

“I know, right?”

“So. French onion soup and turkey club for you. Meatball sub for the boyfriend.”

Zoey nodded. “That’s it. And two hefeweizens.”

“I’ll have it out in a few.”

“Thanks, Marge!”

Zoey was bouncing on her toes as we got to Summer’s booth, and I slid onto the seat beside her hoping I could keep her in place. Summer was wearing a deep pink sun dress with dark red cherries that made her look less sophisticated and younger than I’d thought when we’d first met. Her crystal blue eyes settled on me.

“Hi, Parker.”

“How are you, Summer?”

“Good.”

Zoey leaned forward. “Harper and Willow wanted to come, but they’re in the middle of a video they’ve been working on.”

The other girl smiled. “That’s okay. It will give me a chance to get to know your new boyfriend without the constant interruptions.”

Zoey bit her lip. “So. He’s their boyfriend now, too.”

One perfect eyebrow twitched up as Summer regarded me with greater interest. “So you really did it.”

“Yeah,” Zoey said. “It’s even better than I’d hoped. We all went to the zoo yesterday.”

Summer let out a delighted giggle. “Parker, you may be the bravest man I’ve ever met, taking on these three.”

I laughed. “It scared the hell out of me at first, but everything clicked and it’s been surprisingly easy.”

“Well, I’m happy for all of you.”

Zoey’s eyes danced as she leaned forward again. “We’re thinking about getting a house where we can all live together.”

A wistful look crossed Summer’s face. “That sounds nice.”

My girlfriend reached over and took her hand. “There’s a Parker out there for you, too. You’re too amazing not to find him.”

“Maybe so, but I’m taking a break from all of that for a while. You know how it goes.”

“Yeah,” Zoey sighed. “I do.”

Summer turned her gaze back to me. “The Twins tell me you’re working on a site redesign for them. When you finish theirs, could I talk you into taking a look at mine? It could stand being updated.”

“Sure. I’ll give you the friends and family discount.”

Zoey gave me a speculative look. “You know, at this rate you might be launching into a whole new line of work.”

“Or he could just make videos with you,” Summer teased. Her smile turned into a saucy grin at my expression. “Yes, I saw it. I’m just shocked the Twins haven’t made you do one with them, yet.”

“They have mentioned it. I haven’t made any promises, though. It’s not exactly a career I’d ever thought about.”

Somehow her grin got even wider. “But you were so good at it. I’d love to see you do more.”

“Me, too,” Zoey agreed. “It would be so hot.”

My face heated with a blush, and Summer burst into laughter. “God, Zoey, he’s adorable.”

“I know. He’s so sweet. But you saw the video. Best of both worlds.”

Summer tilted her head and gave me a speculative look. “Hm. Maybe you should just keep him to yourselves.”

“We’ll see how things go. So, are you still on vacation, or are you back to the grind?”

That was a bad word choice. Now all I could think of was Summer grinding her luscious body against me. The sidelong grin Zoey shot me told me that she knew exactly what she’d done, too.

“I’m planning to get back to work this weekend. I’ll just do a video or two, though. I’m not feeling up a a live show, yet. Probably next week.”

“Don’t push yourself. And call us if you need help.”

Summer gave me a teasing smile. “Does that include Parker, too?”

“That’s up to him.”

“The poor man already has his hands full with the three of you.”

“He’s remarkably resilient for an old guy. Aren’t you, Daddy?”

“Zoey,” I said in my best warning tone.

“See? It gives me tingles when he does that. Good ones.”

Marge saved me by arriving with our food. “Here you go, kids.” She glanced at me then shook her head as she walked away.

“Wow,” Summer murmured.

“I get the impression that she doesn’t think I’m good enough for Zoey.”

“She wouldn’t think anyone was good enough. Zoey’s been coming here since she was a freshman at UTD, and Marge has a real soft spot for her.”

“I can’t blame her for that.”

After that I did my best to steer the conversation to topics that weren’t as likely to get me naked in front of a camera. Summer turned out to be from a small town in Louisiana and had a degree in psychology from LSU.

“Turns out a BS in psych doesn’t really qualify you for a hell of a lot,” she said ruefully. “And I wasn’t remotely interested in getting a PhD. I wanted to go out and do something. So, I bounced around doing a bunch of lousy, low-paying jobs then moved to Dallas with my boyfriend thinking there would be better opportunities. It wasn’t much different, just more expensive. Then he bailed on me, and I was floundering trying to pay the rent. I read about people making serious money as camgirls and thought it was worth a shot. I knew most of the girls probably weren’t making much, but I thought that if I could find an underserved niche I could at least pay my bills.”

“That was smart,” I told her. “Find a need and fill it.”

“It worked. I spent a couple of months researching while I saved every penny I could to buy equipment to turn out videos that wouldn’t look like they were taken on a phone. A couple of months later I was able to quit my day jobs. I got a better apartment, and that’s when I met Willow and Harper, and then Zoey. And we’ve been friends ever since.”

A thought struck me. Zoey had told me she’d done videos with the Twins. Had she done them with Summer, too? I wasn’t sure I could handle seeing the two of them together without my brains running out of my ears.

“Do you have any plans besides getting a house? Thinking about kids?”

I had no trouble at all imagining a tiny, redhaired terror that looked just like Zoey. It should have scared the living crap out of me, but it just made me smile.

Zoey took my hand. “It’s still too soon. We haven’t gotten that far, yet. But I’ve always wanted kids, so if Parker wanted to...”

“Do you want kids?” Summer asked me.

“I haven’t given it a lot of thought,” I admitted. “I’ve never been in a relationship with anyone where it came up.”

It wouldn’t just be Zoey, either. There would be Willow and Harper. I could have kids with all three of them. I pictured a huge house with a big backyard full of children that were each half me and half one of my girlfriends. It was an idea that could grow on me.

“Yeah. I think I’d like that. It would be kind of different with all three of them, but it could be amazing.”

Summer’s smile was soft. “Now I’m jealous.”

“There’s no reason to be,” Zoey told her. “Things will work out.”

“I suppose so.”

We finished lunch, said our goodbyes, and went back to the apartment. I returned to work, while Zoey sat on the couch editing the video she’d done that morning. A couple of hours later I heard her phone ring.

“Hey. Yeah, I’ll ask him. Parker?”

“Yeah?”

“You know about computers, right?”

“Some,” I admitted.

“Summer’s having trouble with her laptop. Would you mind going over and taking a look at it?”

“Over? To her place?”

“She’s working on a video. She’d have to change and redo her makeup if she came over here.”

“Oh, okay. Sure.”

“He’ll be right over. Love you, too, babe.”

I picked up my screwdriver set and a can of compressed air, shoved them into my computer bag, then went into the living room. Zoey looked up from her laptop.

“You don’t mind, do you?”

“Nah, it’s fine.”

“You’re the best. She’s in 1827, on the other side of the pool.”

I bent and kissed her. “Be back soon.”

As I walked across the complex, I couldn’t help remembering the ambush my redheaded minx had set up for me with Harper and Willow. Surely she wouldn’t try something like that again? I huffed a laugh. Damned right, she would. I couldn’t decide whether to be terrified or excited by the idea.
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